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**SP/n:** Currently taking my Masters and it's… Hahaaaaaa…

* * *

><p><strong>.<strong>

**Ardor**

.

**I**

.

Never had she risen earlier than the last Uchiha. Most of the time when her green orbs open to the light she would usually find his side of the bed made and him all armored for an early morning spar. The earliest she got to waking up was Sasuke seated on his side of the bed, his pale, sharp naked shoulder blades rippling as he stretched in front of her and his towering torso shielding her from the light.

He would stand and parade across the room in his boxers and her eyes would religiously follow his form until he disappeared behind bathroom doors. A sigh would come to her lips before she'd bury her head further into her pillows.

Rare was an understatement when she cracked open her lids and was initially met with a bleary image of Sasuke in bed. She rubbed her eyes with the heels of her palms thinking her optic nerves must have been playing a trick on her, arching her back in the process for a good stretch. When her vision had cleared she couldn't hide the shock on her face finding Uchiha Sasuke lying on his side with his back to the sun and staring at her like he'd been doing it for a while, unfazed despite being caught. Sakura couldn't hide her blush at the thought.

She rose on her forearms, "Sasuke?" She looked at him, a question clear in her eyes, her voice groggy as raspy from sleep.

He took one of her hands in his own and kissed the back of it. "I'm fine." He answered her silent question.

It wasn't as unnatural as people make it seem to be to see Uchiha Sasuke so affectionate. Seeing as he was deprived of such at an early age and most of his pubescent years were spent being holed up underground with nothing but the notions of revenge running through his veins. But anyone who doesn't frequent such affection suddenly gush is bound to raise some eyebrows.

Despite the question of 'What's wrong with you?' hanging over her head coated in neon lights she smiled and bent down to lay a chaste kiss on his temple. "Morning Sasuke-kun." She murmured.

She received a hum in approval before he rolled over the bed to start his routine. She let the warmth of his fingers disappear from her own while she slid ungracefully back into the bed with the small hope of it burying her under soft feathers. She sighed at the comfort.

Then a shriek tore from her mouth when she felt a hand grasp her left ankle and drag her to the short distance toward the foot of the bed, she rolled over on her back in the process. The tank top she wore bunched up in a roll behind her as she dragged the blanket along.

"Sasuke, wha-?!" a laugh escaped her upon seeing her lover drag her across the bed messing up their sheets.

He wrapped one of her legs around his hips as he knelt one knee on the bed to meet her height, his hands on either side of her to balance him. Without giving Sakura a chance to speak he captured her lips in his own feeling her immediately melt into it.

She smiled into the kiss and wound her arms around his neck her fingers playing with the hairs on his nape. Her toes curling as a warmth spread in her stomach at his ministrations.

Before the kiss turned dirtier than what its initial intent was, Sasuke broke off and stared into her sparkling green orbs. "I'd like a dirtier version of this when I get home later, but now I'm late."

Amusement danced in her viridian eyes, her tongue tracing the slight swell of her lips and her eyes not missing the way his followed the action. "I'll be waiting." She responded innocently. She received a harsher parting kiss that made her toes curl and breath hitch, she felt Sasuke escape her grasp but let out a cry when he copped a feel on her breasts. She could see a ghost of a smirk on his lips before he vanished behind bathroom doors.
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* * *

><p><strong>SPn:** To make up for the _years_. Here's a drabble series that's been on my phone for a while. There are currently three already written out. This'll be marked complete, because drabble.

I still receive reviews, alerts, faves and follows and it's these emails that keep me wanting to produce content. Thank you so much!

Tell me what you think!
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A day off for Konoha General Hospital's head medic ninja was like a drop of water in the desert. But as well like the desert, it was nothing but a mirage.

Sakura was at home in bed, it was a little after lunch which she had an onigiri and a nice glass of milk before she retired back to bed. Throughout the day she had been stuck at home there wasn't a millisecond where she didn't have a scroll or a parchment or a book stapled to her hands. The extra attachment was like an extension to her being. Her eyes were always glued to the script those pieces of paper gave her.

She lay her back on the bed, propped up on two pillows and finally gave a tired sigh looking up to the wooden ceiling for a temporary change from the bleak white papers before she resumed her reading.

Sakura had been going over her employees reports for the week, some had terrible script, others neat scribbles. She wrote in green pen across any discrepancies and placed her notations on the bottom of which text they should review. She had a pink pen as well as a red one.

She sensed a familiar chakra enter her home, but too engrossed with her task she remained supine on the bed. She looked up briefly to see Sasuke enter their bedroom before she went back to her papers.

"Oyasumi." She distractedly greeted, concentrating on remembering the title of a specific herb book this specific student needed to review.

She briefly turned her attention to a different piece of paper that contained a reference guide of the books she wanted to refer, when the folder she had in her grasp was yanked from her hands and a heavy full-grown weight settled itself on her. The medic let out a little grunt in effect.

The tips of Sasuke's chicken-like hair tickled her chin while she could feel his hot breaths on her chest and an arm snaked under and around her waist.

"Sasuke?"

"Hn." He grunted. "Tadaima." He muttered.

"You're home early." She said running her palm through his hair, a green pen still in her other hand.

He didn't respond and tightened his grip around her waist. He didn't even move when he felt the cold tip of the pen brush his eyebrow. He felt she was drawing a flower, a five-petal flower. He felt a light shake in her chest as she giggled.

"Tell me about your day." He said.

"I was just at home, nothing fancy happened."

"Keep talking."

"What about?" Sakura inquired distractedly while filling in a petal on her drawing.

Her husband let out a heavy sigh as he melted further into his wife. "Anything..." Came his muffle reply.

"Well, I was re-assessing the hospital staff's..."

Not long after did Sakura notice Sasuke's breath even out signaling his state of rest. She smiled as she continued on with narrating her day and drawing a bouquet on her partner's eyebrow.
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><p><strong>SPn**: Tell me what you think! :)


End file.
